LETTERS OF R. L. STEVENSON

1883 I waited at Toulon for the train I had reason to believe
MT' 32 Louis travelled by, intending to stop at every station and
inquire for him until I got to Nice. Imagine what those
days were to me. I never received any of the letters Louis
had written to me, and he was reading the first he had
received from me when I knocked at his door. A week
afterwards I had an answer from the police. Louis was
much better: the change and the doctor, who seems very
clever, have done wonderful things for him. It was dur-
ing this first day of waiting that I received your letter.
There was a vague comfort in it like a hand offered in the
darkness, but I did not read it until long after.

We have had many other wild misadventures, Louis has
twice (started) actually from Nice under a misapprehen-
sion. At this moment I believe him to be at Marseilles,
stopping at the Hotel du Petit Louvre; I am supposed to
be packing here at St. Marcel, afterwards we are to go
somewhere, perhaps to the Lake of Geneva. My nerves
are so shattered by the terrible suspense I endured that
memorable week that I have not been fit to do much.
When I was returning from Nice a dreadful old man with
a fat wife and a weak granddaughter sat opposite me and
plied me with the most extraordinary questions. He began
by asking if Lloyd was any connection of mine, and ended
I believe by asking my mother's maiden name". Another
of the questions he put to me was where Louis wished to be
buried, and whether I could afford to have him embalmed
when he died. When the train stopped the only other
passenger, a quiet man in a corner who looked several
times as if he wished to interfere and stop the old man but
was too shy, came to me and said that he knew Sidney
Colvin and he knew you, and that you were both friends
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